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To Alp, who well repaid the trust
By cities levelTd with the dust;
And proved, by many a deed of death,
How firm his heart in novel faith.

The walls grew weak; and fast and hot

Against them pour'd the ceaseless shot,

"With unabating fury sent

Prom battery to battlement;

And thunder-like the pealing din

Eose from each heated culverin;

And here and there some crackling dome

Was fired before the exploding bomb j

And as the fabric sank beneath

The shattering shell's volcanic breath,

In red and wreathing columns flashed

The flame, as loud the ruin crashed,

Or into countless meteors driven,

Its earth-stars melted into heaven;

"Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun*

Impervious to the hidden sun,

With volumed smoke that slowly grew

To one wide sky of sulphurous hue.

But not for vengeance, long delay'd,
Alone, did Alp, the renegade,
The Moslem warriors sternly teach
His skill to pierce the promised breach:
Within these walls a maid was pent
His hope would win, without consent
Of that inexorable sire,
Whose heart refused him in its ire,
When Alp, beneath his Christian name,
Her virgin hand aspired to claim.
In happier mood, and earlier time,
While unimpeach'd for traitorous crime,
Gayest in gondola or hall,
He glittered through the Carnival;